Why I Hate Literary Theory 

The milk-truck that hit 
Roland Barthes was driven, 
secretly, by a rogue poet, 
who was touring Europe at 
the time, under an alias 
derived from Swinburne’s 
“A Match,” which was also 
co-opted by Sting (that 
came later), sun-burned 
from Nice and rather fat, 
he failed to surmount bias 
and reckon that Barthes’ 
work would live on in a 
million grad-school hearts. 

Shortly after, the milk carts 
in the truck spilled out a 
new history of Historicism, 
to be milked at universities 
so that in twenty years a 
truck driven by a scholarly 
rogue could hit a Historically 
New poet, who was touring Europe. 
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Tears in the fence 



from New Apparition Poems 


#1901 

Conshohocken power lines in the rain— 
edges of buildings cut through whitened 
sky, as rising light topples privacy for 
squat-dwellers on the Schuylkill— I see 
power defining itself in lines, acrobatic, 
space-consonant, but always working 
within suburban, subaltern parameters— 
eternity decoyed from a rusty beneath. 


#1913 

You watch, as in slow motion glass- 
hewn objects crash to the ground, as 
streams back and forth confirm, once 
again, you’ve cracked into a slug-pile 
of heartless psychopaths— I stand 
aside, jaundiced, wearing my own 
glasses, knowing blown glass to be 
how human interstices are knit, words 
to be an absolute sky of glass, and here 
I am, speaking to you in transparencies— 
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Abington Bar 

We were drinking in an Abington bar 
in late ’97; I was smoking Parliament 
Lights; misunderstanding, as usual, why 
dagger looks were being thrown at us; 
yet, over twenty years, I followed the 
whole thing through (art over darkness, 
belief over abysses, a clean sweep of 
Philadelphia from gutters to castles), 

& guess what I found out, Chris? It’s 
mostly a fraud, most of it, but tactile 
things from the past, when aligned 
with the right individuals, do the yeoman’s 
trick of staging the infinite (beer, smokes)— 
we’ll always half remain in that bar, forever. 


Bringing Down The Light 

At one point, I had a room in Henniker 
overlooking the Contoocook. At night, 
lights from the stores down the road (I 
shopped for snacks, booze) shone on 
the moving river, improving it, casting 
an ethereal glow on its surface, birthing 
in me a drunken high I still carry, about 
New England in winter. The lights were 
about artifice, humanity, taking Nature 
hung in one perpetual blue sky above us, 
bringing down the light. What would 
William, old Wordsworth, have said about 
those lights, hitched to convenience stores? 

I propped myself up on pillows, ate my feast. 
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